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BIRTH-DAY THOUGHT- 

TheAUTHORXX. 

£^ £ £, from the rofeate eaft the morning fpriAg^^^ 
And her frefh beams o'er bright'ning nature flings : 

Joy to the new-born day ! Alas, what joy. 

What caufe of gladnefs can my thoughts employ ? 
If this revolving mom gave me to light 
From the dark womb of unelTential night, 
Shall it be hail'd thro' each returning year ? 
This gratulation how will reafon bear ? 

B Id 



4 A^BIRTH-DAV THOUGHT. 
Is there a caufe of joy ? Look back^ my fouly 
Bid the paft years in due fucceffion roll. — - 
Sight ludicrous and difmal t Folly, noife, 
Subftantial forrows, and unreal joys. 
Childhood's dark morning, youth's uncertain ray^ 
Manhood's hot noon mark out the various day : 
No wifdom, but through folly's fchool, obtain'd ; 
No pai&on conquer'd, and no virtue gain'd.— — 
And fhall I blefs the day, that brings again 
The fame wild farce,, nor fhifts the idle fcene ? 
Yes, I will blefs it ; for perhaps this day 
Opens the lafl: great aft that ends the play. 
This aft no light atellanc laugh fhall raife. 
But grave wth moral merit fober praife : 
Then ihall fome decent epilogue engage 
Th' approving croud to clap me oflF the ftage. 

CYNTHIA. 



( 5 ) 
G Y N T H I A. 

T T I G H o'er the Gods, revolving in his mind 

What moft might benefit^ moft pleafe mankind, 
Sat€ Jove eivthron'd ; on golden couches lie 
Beneath his feet the fynod ol the fky. 
To thefe th' almighty Sire^ hear and approye^^ 
Ye fons of heav*n, the fix'd decree of Jove. 
All that is good or fair to man be giv'n. 
Till we exhauft the bounty of our heaven* 
By my command the lucid fountains flow^ 
And in foft gales the vernal zephyrs blow ; 
I crown'd th* afpiring hill with verdant bowVs^ 
And painted ev'ry fmiling vale with flow*rs 5 
I bade the ruby's firey luftre ihine) 
And caird the blazing diamond from the mine ; 

B a Still 



T X T H I A. 
• vXtaC m 'I jsr^zitc zr^s onr^riss, 

tjcac'c vuL tact . iji h tiac watnff znczccs faa • 
Ls ^E i i.i ii i : rxE^iSB wrasBT jkt seek igtmriP., 

Sal, imr kcr ncs vrici: nnr cnm Tiir;gTirr Ixigkl, 
Az^ 2cc=c :)kb v:i:k tke ^fiJdE&acc Gf l^hc > 
Tbe HVs ibiil oiisjs^ vbas ££r h Vkiws 
Exc:»3 dk? UooEBing %int Of dierofe;. 
Whh iwS prcooRaoa 2nd Ac nkcft grace 
Unite them in the iah tims of licr iace ; 
To form licr hstaOt ctAkSt tlr ftrcetcft gale 
That pants on Tcmpc's araoiatic vale. 
Venus, to mould the fwdling breaft be thille. 
And round her waift let thy own ceftus (hine. 



Yc 



CYNTHIA, 
ye graces, your free elegance imprcfs^ 
Pireft the curious ha|fjpinefs of drefs j - 
Breathe all the foul of motion in her air^ 
And melodize each accent of the fair. 
Thou, fmiling Cupid, ev'ry grace improve. 
Arm her with all th' artillery of love. 
Teach her, jre tuneful Nine, to ftrifcethe ftrings^ 
Let your own mufic ravifli when flie fings. 
Give, lov'd Minerva, in her foul to meet 
Thy force of wifiiom, and thy fire of wit. 

He fpoke : applaufe rings thro' the courts of heav'n ; 
yVnd Cynthia to the wond'ring world is giv'n, 

B3 TO 
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TO THE SAME. 
With a Present of Crow Q^uills, 

f I > HOSE wings, with art Dcedalean taught to bear 

Safely a new inhabitant of air ; 
Thofe filver plumes, whqfe imitated pride 
For Loeda's love the king of heav'n belied j 
The gayly-bumilh'd pinions of each dove 
Yok'd to the .chaript of the queen of love, 
In honour yield to tiiefe, that form the line 
Where glows that ftrong, that piercing wit of thine ; 

B 4 Of 



10 TOTHESAME. 

Or wake the joyfull ftrings, when touch'd by thee. 

To all the pow'r of melting melody : 

With thefe the wanton archer of the flcy 

Aims all his goldeii fhafts, and gives them wings to fly. 



059 
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RETIREMENT. 

X IT T HEN on the ftage Bays bids th' eclipfe advance. 
Earth, fun, and moon confounding in the dance i 
If critics wifely aft, who damn the fool 
Outraging nature, and tranfgrefling rule 5 
How in the world's mad dance fhall we forbear 
The ferious cenfure, or contemptuous fiieer ? 
Where ev*ry age, and ev'ry rank is found 
Treading a like abfurd, unnatural round ^ 
A round that rules not only forms of ftate. 
But governs all th' afiairs of all the great. 

Look 



14 RETIREMENT. 

Look o'er the military lift, you'll find 

The fupple coward, whofe ignoble mind 

♦* 

With flavifli fuff 'ranee joins jJie fav'rfte's fide, 

(»' 
Watching his fmiles, and- bending to his pride. 

Rife o'er the brave man's head, and fnatch the place 

His fcorn'd, but modeft, worth was form'd to grace,. 

Nay, when we groan diflemper'd with our pain, 

And the fierce fever boils in every vein. 

Proud to the very confines of the grave. 

By the long wig we judge the (kill to favc. 

* Or what avails in Warburton to find 

The pow'r of genius, foul of fciei\ce join'd I 

The facred mitre dignifies his brdws, 

Who loweft to th' unlettered courtier bow$. 



* Tho* poetj are not prophets, to foreknow 

What plants will take the blight, and what will grow. 

By tracing heav'n his footfteps may be found : 

Behold, how awfully he walks the round ! 

Qqd is abioad^ and wond'rous in his ways. Dr ypek. 

Too 



;^^'A-K E.P I S T L E. ' 

Too juft to flatter, and too brave to lye. 
From fuch a world the fon^of virtue fly : 
Yet, blefs'd wjth innocence, hov^r few can find 
What to fupply the mighty void of mind ! 
Becalm'd, and wantiitg oars, th^y aflc the gale 
Of others' breath to fwell the flagging fail ; 
Or, without pilot their light bark to guid^ 
Float at the mercy of each varying tide. 

O teach us, for you know, to be alone. 
And all th' advantage of retirement own ! 
Let us that greateft blefling learn of you. 
To view ourfelves, nor tremble at the view. 
And let me blefs you ; for your friendly care 
Remov'd me from the world, and plac'd me here ; 



And 
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And taught me, in the boiling heat of youth. 
To hear the voice of reafon and of truth ; 
Willing your friend that happinefs fhou'd find. 
Which gilds your Ihades, and calms your fpotlefe mind. 

From the reflexions thefe calm fcenes allow. 
Much of myfelf, and of die world I know ; 
I know that liberty, man's greateft boaft. 
Is in the chace of wild ambition loft ; 
Enflav'd to all the vanities of ftate. 
The paffions, and the follies of the great. 
Nor are the great more free ; their conftant train 
Drive the fair goddefs to the humble plain ; 
Their aftions clofely watch'd, their words mark'd down^ 
And e'en their very thoughts no more their own ; 

Perfued 



ANEPISTLE. 17 

Perfued by flatterers, parafites, and knaves. 
What are they but the vericft flaves to flaves ? 
And what concludes this pageantry of life ? 
The axe of juftice, or the murd'ring knife. 
Bribing and brib'd to grafp the dazzling prize. 
And laboring in their country's fall to rife ; 
Tarpeia's juft return their treachery yields. 
No golden bracelet, but th' overwhelming fhields, 

T here are who free midft all their greatnefs live. 
If the name, free, to that we rightly give^ 
Which follows (flavifh term !) paflion's ftrong guft. 
The heat of appetite, and rage of luft. 
For heav'ns bright queen a gilded cloud they chace. 
And monfters iflue from the rude embrace : 

Yet 
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Yet the falfe form their ravifh'd hearts adore. 
Held in vain raptures by her wanton lore. 
Mean while pale virtue groaning on the ground. 
With all her ruin*d honours fcatter'd rounds 
Infulted lies, and with indignant fhame 
Blufhes to fee the pageant's guilty fame. 

- O heav'n defcended freedom ! if thy voice 
ACuafive yet, can fix the doubtful choice ; 
Lead us, O lead us to fequefter'd fhades. 
Where reafon rules, and not one luft invades ^ 
Far from the life of vanity or care. 
From grandeur, folly, paffion, pride, and fear. 
Thou, when the wife, by contemplation led. 
The darkfome grove, or winding valley tread. 



Wilt 
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WUt join the walk, and breathe into the breaft 
The fweet complacence of a mind at reft ; 
Whence purer reafon, heighten'd wifdom flow. 
An Hoadly's calmnefs, or a Seraph's glow. 
There nor dependent, and by none confin'd. 
We aft the fober didlates of the mind ; 
There dare we give the generous fmile to flow. 
Not bafely faihion'd from another's brow ; 
Or fit, or walk, uncumber'd With the train 
That fwells the little great, and meanly vain ; 
Our guard pure innocence and wifdom brings. 
More folemn than the tedious pomp of kings. 
This, this is freedom ! O'er the peacefuU plains 
In all her glory bright the goddefs reigns : 
Behold her winning and majeftic air ! 
. The laws before her their firm guardians bear ; 

C Plenty, 



1^0 RETIREMENT. 

Plenty, and peace, and induftry, and wealth. 
And fweet content, a^pd ever-blopoUng health 
Attend her fide ^ joy (heds his fmiles.amund ; 
Each mufe walks honour'd, and each fcience crown'J > 
Whilft pleas'd flie vie^s. her chariot wheels beneath 
Ambition, pride, luft, fortune, fear, and death. 

Forgive a verfe the lore of virtue warms^ 
Nor think thefe only Yi(ionary charms ; 
You'll find theniy lift'ning to the moral ftrain. 
More than a flattering fiSion of the brain. 
Come then, with me, the heat of r?ipture quit j 
Hear fober reasoning in exchange for wit ; 
Preach on the world j but firft the text divide. 
Of bufmefe firft, of pk^fure next deicide. 

How 



A N E P I S T L E. ii 

How can th« maa, whpfe cv^iy Aeught 19 pctf , 
Search his own mind, and look into himfelf ? 
Unheard without aU grave reflie^tioiis wait. 
Like humble fuitovs at a great man'^ gate ; 
Intent on each knv artifice ta thrive. 
Strangers to virtve andthemfielves A^ live t 
An hoQcft oaan^ if haaeft fuchi r^ be. 
Breads m^y *a Qgb> actd wi(hfi» tcr bc^ &ee ; 
But, like the Roman pftiricidjo, is fonuad 
With ferpents, dogs, and apes ibut up and bounds 

How are the fi&en (om of pleafure. loft. 
In all her wild rotations madly toft? 
The flow-ry rouftdi luuhinkingly they tread. 
Where vanities to vcM^ilie^ fuoeeed ; 

C 2 Amufements 
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Amufemcnts ever new their reafon blind, 
Hope plays before, but mockery fteals behind. 

Lead them from thefe petfuits at fome grave hour. 
To the calm garden, or fequefter'd bow'r ; 
CoUeded there each icatter'd beam of thought. 
They learn to think, and reafon. as they ought; 
Fame drops the wreath j die pageantry of pow*r. 
And wealth's own magic cheats the fenfe no more : 
No more the wanton dk .the painted toy. 
True folid pleafures realize their joy ; 
They find that happinefs in reafon lies, 
Reafon, that makes us, and that keeps us wife. 

Nor end w^e here.: new joys enrich the fcene 
In the calm funihine of a foul ferene. 

On 
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On life's wide fea unfteddily we fail. 
Sport of the dafhing tide, or driving galej 
Or hope mlfleads the flattered fenfe, or fear 
Embitters each tumultuous hour with care j 
Each converfation pains; on ev'ry fide 
Fancied or real infults hurt our pride; 
We pine with envy at the profp'rous ftate. 
But tofs the head, and mock th' unfortunate : 
In paflion's giddy whirl we vainly ftrive, 
Converfe in ftorms, and in a tempeft. live. 
But, from the world retir'd, we find that reft 
Which calms the troubled ocean of the breaft ; 
The diftant images, e'erwhile fo gay, 
Languid and feint upon the fancy play; 
And with them every image dies away. 

C 3 staj. 
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Still let me raiie the verie, and point the road^ 
That leads tbro' nature up to nature's God : 
The heightened theme requires a fir^xngiBr wing, 
" The God, the God, the vocal vallkis ring." 
On ev*ry mountain we confefs his pow'r. 
In ev'ry buih the fiill fmall voice adore ^ 
When 'mongft yon' venerable oaks I rave^ 
I own the Deity that fills the grove; 
If the fage tree no voice prophetic gives, 
If in its bark no fabled Druid lives. 
He gave each tow'ring trunk to rife, be fpread 
The waving foliage of each rev'rend head 5 
Known in each leaf unfolding to the fpring. 
Seen in each mk& of the meaneft wing. 

Found 
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Found in each hefb, each flow'r that decks the field. 
In ev'ry walk c6nvers'd with and beheld : 
Bleft intercourfe ? 'wh6n deigns with man to join 
Th* all -gracious prefence of the pow'r diyine ; 
When, great example of primaeval grace, 
Man comn^uries with his God as face to face. 
Hence, hence, ye vain, with all your pomp remove;* 
For kings and courts quit all the wife approve; 
For kings and courts the godhead and the grove ! 

There are who feel tkefe truths, the joy ferene» 
The humble bleflings of the rural fcene ; 
But falfe defires their erring judgements cheat. 
And ruin all their blifs to make them great. 
Fools ! not to know that happinefs and pride. 
Things inconfiftent, will not be allied; 

C 4 That 
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That nature, craving no luxurious feaft, 
Afks but a little, and rejefts the reft. 
Not that this luft of pomp wou'd be fo ill, 
Cou'd we, like Jofliua, bid the fun ftahd ftillj 
Dr to our wiflies fet a certain bound. 
Stop when we reaqh it, nor afpire beyond : 
But here not more than foolifli children wife. 
Who covet ev'ry.ftar that deck the fkjes; 
The (kies appear to their unjudging fight 
As refting on yon' hill's afpiring height; 
The little wantons pant arid glow with joy. 
Eager to gather up each fparkling toy; 
Their breafts in vain a nearer hope infpires, 
The moving iky, as they advance, retires ; 
Till, having gain'd the fummit, they deplore 
The flying ftars as diftant as before : 

Than 
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Than thefe no wifer we our wiihes bound. 
The bound we find, content is never found j 
Still we toil on in warning nature's fpite. 
Fix no horizon to our appetite; 
Run the fame round with never-refting haft. 
Till death th' enchanted circle burfts at laft. 
Wou'dft thou be bleft f Thy falfe defircs refign ; 
Now, now retire ; the future is not thine : 
Dare to be wife j for he, that here delays, 
•f The clown upon the river's margin ftays 
Expecting ftill the paffing ftream be dried. 
Still glides the paffing ftream, and will for ever glide. 



f Rdfticui expe^at dum deiluat amnis : at ille 
Labicur^ et labccur in oninc volubilis scvuai. 

Hor. 2 Epift. L. i. 



But 
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But how retire? Shall we^ like Timofi, fly 
From all mankind, and in a defcft die ? 
In fretful! pique, or inddeftce forego 
Life's various duty, and its comforts too ? 
Each kindly feed of (bcid joy fupprefe. 
No friend to comfort, and no *child to blefe ? 
A brother's Hife nor feel, nor iVants relieve. 
And heav'n's own gifts unthankfully receive ? 
Man's common nature, common good refign'd. 
The wretched expletives of human kind ? 

Or, fay, too liberal for afcetic hate. 
Shall we Statilius' bounties imitate? 
Think to retire but to forfake the town. 
And carry all its noife and nonfenfe down I 

Unfelt 
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Unfelt the rlapture of the filent hour, 
No fliade {bquefkr'd finjght, no thoughtfiill bowV y 
Drive fage reflection from her favour'd groves. 
Haunts of ifiad bacchanils and lisiwlefe Idves; 
With riot's voice bid ev'ry echo ring. 
And fright the mufes from their wood and fpring? 

Oh ! 'twixt the mad extreme on either fide 

Let wifdom lead us, or let C d guide. 

Above the vanity of greatnefs great. 
His decent life e'en faniftifies retreat : 
By him fuperior wealth is Underflood 
But a fuperior order to do good j 
Hence the deferving poor receive their part 
Large like his fortunes, liberal as his heart. 

Strong 
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Strong manly fenfe adorns his open mind. 
And much he knows, and knows for all mankind ; 
Lover of juftice, faithfull to the laws,. 
The perfcMi he refpeSs not, but the caufe; 
Hence from litigious fuits and quarrels free 
Contending parties hear him, and agree. 
The gen'ral good thus ftudious to improve. 
The common parent claims our common love. 
Fair, wife, and good, his all-accomplifli'd race 
Each virtue emulate, reflect each grace; 
Hence the pure flow of private happinefs. 
And he lives blefs'd by all, who lives to blefs : 
Thefe joys in Spargrove's fweet retreat he found. 
And all the chearfull country fmiles around. 



Ye 
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Ye venerable igroves, whofe op'ning glades 
Invite the mufefull wand'rer to your fhades ! 
Ye birds, whofe honied notes enthrall the ear. 
Wake the bright morn, the darkfome ev'ning chear ! 
Ye fountains, murm'ring mufic as you flow ! 
Ye flow'rs, that on their purple margins glow ! 
Ye winds, that o*er thofe flow'rs foft-breathing play. 
Calm the hot Iky, and mitigate the day ! 
Take me. Oh take me to your lov'd retreats; 
All, all confpire to blefs me with your fweets ! 
Here in your foft enclofure let me prove 
The ihade and filence of the life I love! 
Not idle here ; for as I rove along 
I form the verfe, and meditate the fong j 

Or 
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F R A G M E jsr f . 

In males tifperrimti 

>^THOU, whatever greeting likes thee beft^ 
^^""^ Beau, bully, puritan, rake, pimp, or prieft ; 
(For various titles pleafe the Devil's car. 
As Satan, Beelzebub, and Lucifer^) 
Whether, to Phoebus and each mufe unknown^ 
Thou fteal a name for labours not thy own ; 

D <>i 
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Or with a critic's infolent pretence. 

Glean from French frippery half a note of fenfe ; 

Or whether, fick'ning at each virtuous name. 

Thou fpread thy blafts o'er the fair bloom of fame j 

Or prey, vile caiikef, on the virgin rofe. 

That on the cheek of modeft virtue glows ; 

Tho' thy own country fpurn'd thee for thy crimes. 

Mourn not j for vice may thrive in other climes. 

O'er this fick realm thy balefull poifon fpread j 

Attempt the nuptial, nay the bridal bed ; 

Watch o'er the couch, where weak age doting Kes> 

Hir'd pilferer of a ftrange-achieved prize ; 

Help the hot dame tirith love's fierce fever fick,' 

The leud Elvira's trufty Dominickj 

Gloat on her beauties with lafcivious glee, 

l^he leering Satyr thou, the melting Venus fhe. 

Whatever 
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Whatever mifchiefs thy fell thoughts intend^ 
With the plain dev'l and that face to friend^ 
Throw the dull mafk, by ihame unaVd, away^ 
And ihow thy hideous felf to open day« 



^mm.m*ii 
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To THE PAINTER 

O N 
Mrs. LONGE's Picture of Spixworth. 

t I \HY ikill, yre know, can figure out the fair. 

Draw the bright form, and give the graceful! air ; 
Bid the free ringlets elegantly floWjj 
To fhade the fwelling bofom'5 mimic fnowj 
The lofty forehead's^ milky way extend. 
And its fine arches delicately bend; 
Tis th^ne to bid tl^e livid light'nings fly,^ 
And all the luftre of a radiant eye j 

D4 To 



42 On Mrs. LONGE^s Picture, of Spixworth. 
To catch the bloom that glows on beauty's face. 
The foft feraphic fmiles attra£tive grace; 
The fweetnefs of the female form divine. 
And all the wonders of the art are thine ; 
Art, that to beauty can new beauties give. 
And bid its heighten'd charms more charming live. 
When this fair form with raptur'd gaze we view. 
Scarce can th' aftonifh'd mind conceive it truej^ 
As fuch perfe<aion, not by nature wrought, 
Sppke the creative painter's vivid thought.: 
But let the bright original appear^ • 
And all that aemulous art has figur'd fair. 
Form, beauty, grace, now deem'd fo exquifite. 
Fade in the blaze of her fuperior light ; 
With different force the beams of glory fhine. 
And human art muft yield to powV divine.^ 

ODE 



O D E 



T O 



fHILOCLEA, 
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ODE 

T O 
PHILOCLEA. 

H PHilocfea ! E'er I faw thofe eyes 
No calm philofopher was half fo wife : 
The brighteft charms, that beauty fliows, 

I unconcern'd beheld, 
As we behold the flow'r that gIow9 
Upon th' cnamePd field j 

And 
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And eyes might (hine ; to, me they fhone^ in vainy 
They never touched my heart, or gave me pain^ 

Thje tyrant love, to vindicate his powV, 
Led me where well he knew I muft adore ^ 

To you he led me Oh my heart ! 

Shou'd I to wifdom fly ? 
But wifdom took thie tyrant's part, 

"And help'd his viftory. 

With raptur'd eyes I hung upon the fight,^ 
And loft myfelf in wonder an^l delighf^ 

So heav'niy bright the- beam of beauty fliin'd,, 
It left your image printed on my mind* 



My 
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My miiid how changM i For from that hour 

I loft my. liberty; 
And nothing now is in my pow'r^ 
But to adore and figh; 
For from that hour whatever I fay, or Jo^ 
Or think, or wifh| is yoU;, and only you. 

Oft as I hear the mention of yoUr xlame. 
My mantling blood glows confcious of my Same : 
But if I touch that tender hand, 

(Ye wife, in nature i€ad. 
Who love's deep myft'ries underftand^ 
Say whence it can proceed,) 
I fed a delicate and pleafmg pain 
Thrill in each nerve, and glide thro' ev'ry vein. 

Where'er 



48 ODE TO PHILOCLEA. 

Where'er I go, I bear your fohn about j 
I (hut my eyes, but cannot Ihut you out. 
What fhall I do? With books I try 

To mitigate my pain; 
But my fond fancy will apply 
To you the glowing ftrain 3 
To you the poet's praifes muft belongs 
The Mira or Orinda of the fong. 

Forgive me heav'n ! When o*er the facred page^ 

Where holy truths th' enraptur'd mind engage j 

Truths, which the glowing bofom fire^ 

With a diviner ray. 
And bid th' exulting foul afpire 
To heav'n's eternal day; 
I fee you more than faireft angels fair. 
And think my heav'n will be to love yc^u there. 



TO THE SAME. 



^uarunt quod nimtum eft^ 
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TO THE SAME; 

* Siuarunt quodnimium eft. 

TT TT ARK, How the chill north chides among the trees^ 

Making us fhrink and ihiver at the found ! 
iSee, how the fnow comes beating in the breeze. 
And covers with unkindly cold the ground ! 

E Keen 



• The writer of Mr. Waller's Life, preiix'd to hit Poems, oti- 
ferves, " that the way of ufing the fame initial letters in a line, 
which throws the verfe off more eafily, was firft introduced by 
Him (Waller.) And Mr. Drydcn imitated it to affeftation, as 
fome others fince him have alfo done." Happily for Poetry Mr. 
'N^aller had read the Roman Poets, and ftudied the harmony of 
S{.enfer, who has fcatter'd this beauty thro' his Works iK'ith aa 
(ihfparing haxid. Indeed there ii hardly a grace in all the regions 

of 
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Keen cuts the cold with bitter-biting hate. 
And fad th' unfightly feafon's ftormy ft^te. 

The dainty daify, and the primrofe pale. 

The filver'd fnow-drop, and the violet blue. 

The gorgeous daffodil that decks the dale. 
The crocus gtitt'ring in his golden hue. 

Fold up their filken leaves, and droop their heads, . 

As th^y wou'd flirink- again into their beds. 

of Poetry which Mr. Dryden did not feize and improve ; but the 
afTeftacion is to be look'd for in Writers of a different cUfs. In- 
itances abound. Virgil in the fourth Georgic defcribes the rife of 
his riveri with aU the magic of poetic humbers, 

Unde Pater Tiberinus, et unde Aniena fluenta, 

Saxofumque fonans Hypanis, &c. 
A Writer, who thought he cou'd never be Poet enough, deteijmin'd 
to be even with his mafteri fo.h^ toflfes the Alps, ope knows not 
how, into the end of an a£t, melts their fnows, tumbles them into 
the Rhojie, and ihakes them 

United there roU rapidly away, 

A-nd roaring leach o'er rugged rocks the fea. 
thus by pulling this beauty on the rack he has diftorted every fea- 
ture, and deftroy'd every grace ; and fo It will often happen, that 
an acknowledgM excellence in a great Writer fills half the land 
with imitating Fools. 

Mute 



to THE SAME. Si 

Mute is the.mufic of the thrufhes' diroat; 

No more the lively linnet fWeetly fings ; 
Hufh'd is the light lark's wildly warbled note^ 

And the gay goldfinch droops his gaudy wings J 
The robin-red-breaft, indigent and chill. 
Knocks at the cafement with &miliar bilU 

Pierc'd with the eager air the hardy hindj 

Wrapt in his coarfe-fpun duffield bends along; 

And haftens homeward from the wintry wind. 

Nor chears his journey with orie jocund fong : 

The houfelefs herds from fuch a raging (ky 

For flielter to the friendly hedge-rows fly, 

E 2 This 
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This is the mirror of my mournfuH mind. 

All there is winter's wafte, alas the while ! 

For thou, my Philoclea, art unkind. 

Ah ! too unkind to blefs me with a fmile : 

All as the year with wrathfull winter wafted^ 

The budding bloflbms of my joys are blafled« 

Mirth, goddefe gay, my penfive breaft forfakes. 

The lightly tripping train of pleafiires flies 5 
Here his , fad feat mute melancholy makes, 

: And dull defpair, the god of dolefiill fighs : 
With chiding blafts blow, blow thou winter's wind. 
Thy tourmura are meet mufic for my mind. 



But 
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But when the genial ruler of the year 

Chears the glad vallies with a vernal ray, 

Deck'd in their lovely liveries they appear. 

With blooming buflies and frefh flowrets gay : 

Pruning their painted plumes the fweet birds fing. 

The hills, the dales, the woods, the fountains ring. 

So, Philoclea, fhou'dft thou fweetly fmil^ 
In pity of my painfull pangs of love. 

That fmile vrou'd ev'ry cruel care beguile, 

And waftfull winter from my heart remove; 

Rofe-robed the fprightly fpring wou'd revel here,,^ 

And own thee for the ruler of my year. 



E3 AN 



A N 



IMITATION 



O F 



SPENSER. 



r 59 J 



M«« 


1 - 


1 - 1 


«»• 


1 - 


« 


•». 


*■-." 


M»|j(<MM eoM.{^|«aoe 


•ooo'il'OOt eoeo^-eooo oeeQ.£l.«M« •■|« 




1 - 


1 - 


• 1 


— 


1 ^ 


i 


CM* 



IMITATION 

P F 

SPENSER. 

M ^E farre, 6 farre from me the forged fliow. 

The vaunted vanity of lofty life ; 
But give me the calm peace of lovely low. 
From envy fheltcr'd, and remov'd from ftrife f 
Let my fmall barke, unequal to fuflaine 
The rough fea's toylfome paine. 

Let 



6o An imitation of SPENSEX. 

With tempefts deadly dangerouft ytoft. 

And foul with wrecks, the fliek'ring harbor gaine,,, 

Or ride fecurely near the rocklefs coaft : 

No marchaiit flie, cunning in tradefull Height 

To vend her fimple freight; 

That fimple freight fweet heav'n enfortunize f 

My wealthfull peace may np rude ftour emmove ;^ 

Oh fave what, more than mifers gold, I prize. 

Oh fave my innocence, and fave my love [ 



FAREWELL HYMN^ 



TO THE 



COUNTRY, 



ATTEMPTED IN THE MANNER 01' 



SPENSER'S EPITHALAMION. 
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FAREWELL HYMNE 

TO THE 

COUNTRY. 

£^ WEET poplar fliade, whofe trembling leaves 

The cheerefull birds delight to chaunt their kles ; 
Where oft the linnet powres the dulcet fong. 
And oft the thrilling thrufli defcanting plaies; 
Their tunes attempring to the filver yare. 
Which gently murmurs here 

A 
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A babbling brook ; but fwelling in his pride 

Sees two fam'd towns upon his bankes appear. 

And the tall fliips on his faire bofom ride; 

Indignant then rolls his prowde waves away. 

And fomes o'er half the fea : 

Sweet ftream, with fhade refrefhti orehung with bowres 

Entrailed with the honied woodbine faire ; 

Where breathes the gentlcft, fofteft, fimpleft aire 

Stealing frefh odors from the rifing flowres, 

Joy of my calmer howres. 

Oh footh me with thy whifp'rings whiles I fing^ 

The bills^ the dales, the woodsy the fountaines ring; 



With 
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With pleafance oft two filver fwannes I view 

'Pranking their filver plumes with confcious pride, 

A comely couplement of goodly hew. 

Come foftly fwimming down the cryftal tide; 

The cryftal tide, refplendent as it may. 

Looks not fo faire as they. 

Whether their fnowie necks they love to lave. 

Or pluck 'with jetty bill in wanton play 

The yellow flovirres that fiote upon the wave; 

Or 'fdeigne to tinge their plumage, left they might 

Soyle their pure beauties bright ; 

But with flow pomp on the cleat furface move. 

Ye fv^reet birds, whiter than the new-fain fnow 

That filvers ore Theflalian Pindus' brow; 

Fairer than thofe that draw the queen of love : 

Purer than Lceda's Jove ; 

Tune 
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Tunc your melodious voices whiles I fing. 

The hills, the dales, the woods, the fountaines ring« 

Oft when the mbdeft morn in purple drefty 

Wak'd by the lively larke's love-learned layej 

Unbars the golden light-gate of the eaft^ 

And as a bridemaid leads the blufhing daye ; 

The funne's bright harbinger before her goes 

Scatt'ring violet, fcatt'ring rofe ; 

The jolly funne, uprift with lufty pride. 

Shakes his faire amber locks,* and iround him thrown 

His glitterand beams to wellcome up his bride; 

Then bids his livery'd clouds before him flie^ 

And daunces up the flcie; 

Sweet 
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Sweet is the breath of heav'n with day-fpring born j 
Sweet are the flowres, that ore the damafkt meads 
To the new funne unfold their velvet heads; 
Sweet is the dewe, the fpangled child of mom. 
That does the leaves adorn; 
Sweet is the matin hymne the g^ad birds fing; 
The hills, the dales, the woods, the fountaines ring. 

With early ftep yon* verdant flope I tread, 
Crown'd with the florifht bowre of cremofin health,. 
Whence auntient Norwich rears her towred head, . 
Norwich, faire nurfe of induftry and wealth : 
Down in the dale my lowly hamlet IJes, 
Where truth wihout difguife, 

F Whcrt 
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Ore the new-fliaven level green I rove. 

Where the frefh haycock breathes along the mead -, 

Or wander thro' th' uilcertain-fliaded grove, 

Or the trim margent of the river tread; 

Where the foft whifperings of the poplars tall, 

To the flreames liquid fall 

Attempred fweet, the mufefuU mind delight: 

Where the lone partridge to her mate does call, 

Refponfive in his homeward-hafting flight : 

Where the low quail with modulation bland 

Runnes piping o'er the land ; 

Where, as I ftray along the dew-fprent ground. 

The farre-oflF clock juft trembles to my ear ; 

Where the mad citties lowder mirth I hear. 

When fwinging in full peal, a feftive found, 

Tha deep bells roar around : 

In 
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In mute attention hufh'd I ceafe to fing, 
J^Tor hills, nor dales, nor woods, nor fountaines ring. 

Now ni^t's pale fires a peaceful! influence flied. 

The flockes forget to bleat, the herds to low, 

Loofely along the grajEe green difpred; 

The flumbring trees feem their tall tops to bow. 

Rocking the carelefse birds that on them neft 

To gentle, gentle reft ; 

Silent each one, fave the lone nightingale, 

Df all the tunefuU fitters fweeteft, beft j 

She, foft mufician, thro' th' ^ncharmed dale 

Powrps dainty-dittied warbljngs, to delight 

The ftillnefs of the night. 

'Tis facred thus to tread the dewy glade j 

In the calm foljtude of that ftill howre 

Tq nature's God the grateful! foul to powre 

F3 Or 
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Or in the filvery fhiiie|' or doubtful! ihade 

By quiv'ring branches made : 

Rapt with the awfull thought I ceafe to fing. 

Nor hills, nor dales, nor woods, nqr fountaine's rii^^ 

When flaming in the zenith of his powre^ 

Darting direSly down his firey ray. 

The hot funne, leaving his meridian bowre, 

Enfevers with his beams the cloudlefle day^ 

The gaddiiig herd from fuch a fervent flcy 

To the copj thicket fly. 

Tormented with die bryze? teazefull fting; 

Th* enduring flieep in th' hot fands panting Jyej 

The grafshoppers, blythe infefts, daunce and fmg j 

The mower fwart his fweeping fcythc forfakes. 

The damfels quit their rakes. 

And 
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And f^ated where the 0:efliing fhade is found 

With joyous jolliment the daye beguile ; 

Sweet is the quaver'd laugh, tlie fimper'd fmile. 

When, as the tale or gamefomc jfqng goes ro.und, 

The vocal vales refound ; 

To me refound, whiles I affay to fing. 

The hills^ the dales, the woods, the fountaines ring. 

•^e Lordings great, that in prowde citties wonnc. 

Which gently cooling breezes never blefs. 

In gorgeous palaces witjj heat foredonne, 

Come here, and envy at my littlenefs. 

All on an hanging hiil a fimple home, 

For its fmall^ tenant roome, 

Safe-nefte4 in the bofom of a grove. 

Where pride, and ftrife, and envy never come, 

Nor any cares, fave the fweet cares of love ; 

F4 A 
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A little garden gives a cool retreat 

From the day's powrefull heat; 

Where flows my gentle Yare, whofe bankes along 

Th' inwoven branches, like a girlond made. 

With wanton wreathings deck the dainty fliade; 

Whiles the fmooth watry glafs, reflefting ftrong. 

With bending bankes and (hades refpondent vies. 

Pointing to downward fldes : 

Here in this foft enclofure whiles I fing, 

The hills, the dales, the woods, the fountaines ring. 

Here bountious nature, like a virgin faire 

Whofe ladie fingers deck the velvet green 

With cunning colorings of broidery rare 

Sweetly' enterchang'd the varied fliades atween. 

The grafly groundfoil, as a lovely bride, 

Hath richly beautifide, 

Strowing 
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Strewing the primrofe pale, the violet blew. 

The filver'd fnow-drop, and the daifie pied. 

The crocus glittering in its golden hew. 

The cowflip drops of amber weeping ftill. 

The flaunting daiFodill, 

The virgin lilie, and the modeft rofe, 

The pretty pink, the red and white yfere 5 

Flowres of all hewes that» paint the various yeare ; 

And the mild zephyr, that among them blows. 

Around fweet odors throws. 

Scenting the foft enclofure where I fmg. 

The hills, the dales, the woods, the fountaines ring. 

The chemift bee with bufie murmurings 

ExtraSs the foul of fweetnefs from each flowre. 

Such as the Syracofian Thyrfis fings. 

All in the Ihadow of the (hepherd's bowre : 

Thr 
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The ftock-doves, darllpgs of the Mantyan fwainc. 

In melting murmurs plainej 

Sweet birds, of fuch a fvvaine to be the care, 

The footeft he that ever cbaunted ftraine. 

Or with the gladfuU pipe enthral'd the eare j 

Him, as he fung, the graces dauncing round 

With their own girlond's crown'd ; 

The nymphs that haunt the river and the groye^ 

Whether his (killfull reed he fweetly charms. 

Or ftrikes the foufiding (hell and fings of arms, 

Apollo him, and him the mufes love 

Their own bleft quire above : 

Ah ! wou'd they deigne their vifits whiles I fing. 

The hills, the dales, the woods, the fountaines ring. 



H<rrc 
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Here the poetic birds no fear molefts ; 

Did I, fweet tenants of my garden fay, 

With ruthleffe hand ere marre your pretty nefls. 

Or fteal th* unfeather'd ipnocence away ? 

For you my trees the fprings gay livery wear 5 

For you the rip'ning year 

Purples the pliim, in the deep cherrie glows. 

And tempers the rich h^^i^ ^f ^^^ P^^ ; 

For you the laughing vine with neftar flows ; 

I'- 

For you the pcrmain, comely to behold, 
Glows with irradiate gold. 
The burnifht bough vermilioning; for you 
The mellow'd fruit beyond its time has hung j 
"^ell have you paid me, for you well have fung: 

On 
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On nature's mufic (hall we not beftowe 

Gifts we to nature owe. 

Fond of our fellow poets whiles they fing. 

The hills, the dales, the woods, the fountaines ring? 

An academic leifure here I find 

With wifdom's lore to difcipline my youth -, 

By virtue's wholefome rules to form my mindj 

To feeke and love the wife man's treafure, truth. 

Oft too thy hallow'd fonnes enthroned hie. 

Oh peerleffe poefie ? 

Sounding great thoughts my raptur'd mind delight. 

He firft, the glorious child of libertie, 

Maeonian Milton beaming heav'nly bright ; 

He who full fetoufly the tale ytold. 

The Kentifh Tityrus old; 

And 
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And he above the pride of greatneffe great. 
Sweet Cowley, with the calmeft fpirit bleft. 
That ever breath'd a calm in human breft. 
Who "the poor mufes richeft manor feat,'* 
The garden's mild retreat. 
Wrapt in the armes of quiet lov'd to fing, 
The hills, the dales, the woods, the fountaines ring. 

And he, forth-beaming thro' the myftic fhade 
In all the might of moral magic ftrong. 
Who fleep'd in teares the pitious lines he made. 
The tendreft bard that ere empaffion'd fong : 
Or when of love's delights he caft to play. 
Couth deftly dight the lay ; 

And 
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And with gay girlonds goodly beautifuld. 

Bound trew-love-wife to grace his bridal. day. 

With dainty carrols hymned his happy bride ; 

Lov'd Spenfer, of trew vcrfe the well-fpring fweet f 

The footing of whofe feet 

ly painefuU follower^ aflay to trace* 

Bring fayreft flowres, the purdR: lilies bring. 

With all the purple pride of all the fpring j 

And make great ftore of pofes trim to grace 

The prince of poet's race ; 

And Hymen, H)rmen, i'o Hymen fing; 

The hills, the dales, the woods ^ the fountaines ring.' 



Witnefir 
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Witnefs ye hills, and dales, and Woods, and plains, 

Th' unmoved quiet of my filver daies, 

Free here from all the cares, and all the pains, 

Whofe ftorms do threat the citties dangerous waies : 

There falfing forgery, and foul defame, 

And luft of fclanderous blame ; 

There cancred tongues, fchool'd in th' ungratious art 

To Waft the bloom of a well-deemed name; 

There malice Mfonneth deep in hollow hart j 

> 

Ambition there and ftrife, the lies of life, 

Sleek guile, and carled ftrife : 

Away plaine honeftie of fimple eye. 

And dovelike peace that calmes tlie fliepherd's day ; 

Away each fcience, and each mufe away, 

And fmgle truth, and funne-bright honour flye. 

And lovely liberty : 

Here 
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Here then, fweet fhade, 6 fliield me whiles I fing^ 
The hills, the dales, the woods, the fountaines ring. 

Thus on his ruftic reed the recklefle fwaine^ 

Smit with the peacefull joys of lowly life, 

The world's gay (hows forgiving, charmM the plaine, 

Withouten envie, and withouten ftrife : 

All on a knot-grafs bank orearched hie 

With ivie canopie. 

And with wild rofes richly well inwove, 

Ae lay, and tun'd his rural minftrelfie -, 

When, lo ! the fav'ring genius of the grove, 

Phyfis benempt, to his entranced fight 

Appeared heav'nly bright j 

Loofe 



TO THECOUNTRY. S3 

Loofe her fine trefies flow'd, like golden wire^ 

With budding flowrets petli^ dl atween> 

And ihaded with a daintie girlond greeny 

And aye in green ihe did herfelf attire : 

Beneath her feet in youthfull rich arfay 

A voluntary May 

Threw fweets, thtew flowres ; the birds more joyous fing. 

The hills, the dales^ the woods, the fountainesi ring. 

Then with a fmile, that brightened all the ihade. 
Mild ihe befpake, and deign'd to prefs his hand. 
Enough, fond youth, to Phyfls has been paid. 
Break then thy rural pipe ^t her command : 
Thefe woodnotes wild, this flowrc-perfumed aire, 
Ari8 thy fweet-ftreaming Yarc, 

G Muft 
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Muft charni: no moce ; no more the hallow'd cell. 

Where white-robed peace, and-frce»-born fancy faire 

With (acred folitude delist to dwelL 

Wake then the fparkc of glorious great intent. 

In adlion excellent 

That fires the noble-paffion'd foul to fliine^ 

In all the depths of ufefull lore ingage 

Tq grace thy youth,, and dignifie thine age: 

Ne ween that Phyfis bids thofe paths decline. 

For all thofe paths are mine. 

Change then the ftraine j to hill, to valley telf. 

Farewell, fweet Ihade, fweet poplar fhade, farewell. 



Bu» 
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But, ah ! beware : for in this goodly- chacc' 
A vile enchauntrefs fpreds her vain delights ; 
With guileful! femblants charming all that pafs^ 
Till (he enflaved hath their feeble fprights 5 
And footh (he is to view a ladie faire 
Oft beauty paft compare; 
And aye around her croud- a gofgeous throng, 
Skiird in the. mincing ftep, the veftment m:e. 
And the fine fqueaking of an eunuch's (bng-: 
But facred fcience, tender love, trow fame. 
And honour's heav'n-bom flame 
They know not; jwt thepomiious nameVertd 
To th' idle pageant give : flie cruel prowde 
Deals magic charms emong the careleflfe crowde. 
And does them all to hideous apes tranfincwc 

G 2 But 
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But fear not thou the minion^s magic pride^ 
For Phyfis is thy guide: 
Come thea; to hill^ jto dale this burden telly 
Farewell, fwect Ihade j fweet poplar fliade, farewell; 

To Cofine's poliiht court thy fteps PU . lead. 

My fifter ihe, tho' eft we grangers feem; 

^arre otherwife of us the wife aread^* 

But follies feeble eyes of things mifdeem. 

The ftraw-roof'd cot, the paftur'd mead I love,- 

The mavis-haunted grove, 

The mofs-clad mountaine hbar, a rugged fcene;^ 

Along the ftieamlet's mazie margent rove. 

That fweetly fteals the brokeii rocks atween i 

She thro* the manner'd cittie powrcs the flame^ 

Of hie-^atchieved fame. 

The 
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The ftar-bright guerdon of the great and good , 
And breathes her vivid fpirit thro' die mind 
Whofe gen'rous aimes extend to all mankind, 
And vindicate die worth of noble blood j 
Such as in bowre Lycean holding place 
The man of Spargrpve grace. 
Come then^ to hill, to dale this burden tell, 
rarewell, fweet (hade; fweet poplar (hade, farewell. 

Als like a girlond her enring around 
The fphere-born mufes lyring heav'nly ftrzdns ; 
The graces eke with bofoms all unzon'd, 
A trinal band that cpnpord fweet maintains : 
And who is fhe, that placed them atween 
Seems a fourth grace I ween ? 

O3 So 
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So looks the rabie pi«tious nrCy enchaced 
In the blight crdwnet of a tnaiden queen. 
Each fcience too with verdant bay-leaves graced. 
With honour brought from attic land again^ 
Adorns the radiant train. 

Come then, let nobler aimes thy foul infpire; . 
But bring the cherub innocence along. 
And contemplation fage, on Pineon ftrong 
Hie-foaring ore yon* lamping orb of fire. — -- 
Thus piped the Doric oate, whiles echoes fhriU, 
To fountaine, dale, and hill 
Refyllabling the notes, this burden tell. 
Farewell, fweet fliade j fweet poplar fcade, flu"ewell. 
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H Q L K H A M. 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

The Earl of LEICESTER. 

fTp>HE lofty beeches, and their facred ihade 

0*er Pens-hurft's ftow'r-embroider'd vale difplay*d. 
Have yet their glory : not that Sidney's hand 
** Marflial'd in even ranks tlj' obfequious. band j" 
Or his frpfli garland's in thefe bow'rs' entwin'd, 
Whilft all Arcadia open'd on his mind : 

But 
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But here fweet Waller breath'd his am'rous flame. 
And taught the groves his Sacharifla's name; 

Here met the mufe, ** while gentle love was by,. 

<■ 

That tun'd his lute, and wound the ftrings fo high :'* 
Still with th' enraptur'd ftralns the valleys ring. 
And the groves florifli with eternal fpring. 

Eternal fpring fmiles in thofe green retreats, 
*' No more the monarch's, ftill the mufe's feats,*' 
Where crown'd with tow'rs majeftic Windfor ftands. 
And the wide world beneath her feet commands : 
Not that her regal rampires boaft the fame 
Of her illuftrious Edv/ard's mighty name ; 
Not that, in days of high-atchiev'd renown. 
There Britain's genius fix'd his awfull throne. 

Encircled 
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Encircled with the glorious blaze that fprings 
From conquer'd nations, and from captive kings : 
When each proud trophy moulders from the wall. 
And e*en tb' imperial dome itfelf fliall fall j 
When thofe great naqies, the warrior and the fagc. 
Lie clouded in the dark hiftoric page. 
Then (hall the heav'n born mufe (to whom belong 
The more than mortal making pow'rs of fong) 
Thro' times deep fha4es her facred light difplay. 
And pour the beam of fame's eternal day. 

Queen of fweet numbers and melodious ftrains. 
If yet thou deign to vifit Britain's plains ; 
If yet thy hallow'd haunts partake thy love, 
Clear fpring, enamel'd vale, or bov/'ry grove ; 

O 
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O come, and range with me th- in(piring glades 
Where Leicefter fpreads the lawns and forms the fllades^ 
On Holkham*s plains bids Grecian ftruftures rife. 
And the tall column fhoot into the fkics ; 
Beneath whofe proud furveyj, extended wide. 
New fcenes, new beauties charm on ev'ry fide •^ 
Here crov/n'd with woods the fliaded hills afcencj. 
In open light there the low vales extend; 
Here in rich harvefts waves the ripen'd grain, 
And there frefti verdure cloathes the paftur'd plain. 
Sweetly' intermix'd, and lovely to behold, 
^s the green emerald enchas'd in gold. 



See 
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See where the limpid lake thro' pendent (hades^ 
The hills between, its liquid treafures leads ; 
And to the boughs, that fringe its crifped fides. 
Holds the clear mirror of its cryftal tides ; 
Its crjrftal tides refledl the waving fcene. 
Their filvery furface darkening into green. 
As on the fteep banks, bending o'er the flood, 
Grotefque and wild up fprings th* o'erfhadowing wood, 
Or the flope margent with a fofter rife 
Forms rank o*er rank, and fhade o'er fhade fupplie^ ; 
The verdant bafis of yon' champain mound. 
Its hallow'd head with God's own temple crown'd: 
The home-bound mariner from far defcries 
Emerging from the waves the tall tow'r rife ; 
With tranfport bids the folemn ftrudture hail. 
And wing'd for Britain fpeeds the flying fail. 

In 
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In nearer view, 'midft the lawn's wid^ extent 
That gently fwells with an unforc'd afcent. 
In jufl: proportion rifing on the fight 
The ftately manfion lifts its tow'ry height. 
And glitters o*er the gr(9ves. An oak beneath. 
That calls the cool gales thro' its boikghs to breathy 
Where the fun darts his fervid rays in vain,. 
Like the great patriarch on Mamre's plain 
The princely Leicefter fits; the pageant pride 
Of cumbrous greatnefs banifli'd from his fide. 
In thefe bleft fhades he plans the great defign; 
With heighten'd charms bids modeft nature fhine; 
Shows us magnificence allied to ule, 
. Tho' rich, yet chart; tho' fplendid, not profufe ; 

CaUs 
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Calls forth each beauty that from order fprings ; 
From its lov'd Greece each honoured fcience brings 1 
O'er arts fair train extends his gen'rous care. 
And bids each poliih'd grace inhabit here. 

Nor thefe alone: here virtue loves to dwell. 
No cold reclufe felf-cavem'd in a cell; 
A£Uve and warm fhe breathes a nobler part, 
Glows in the breaft, and opens all the heart.; 
To gen'rous deeds fhe fires th* empafSon'd mind. 
The fubftitute of heav'n to blefs mankind ; 
She thro'*defponding mifcry's chearlefs gloom 
Pours joy, and gives neglected worth to bloom ; 
She in each bofom ftills the rifing figh, 
And wipes off ev'ry tear from ev'ry eye ; 

She 
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She to yon' alms-houfc, bofom'd in the grove. 
From toil and care bids age and want remove ^ 
There the tir'd eve of labour'd life to reft. 
Fed by her hand, and by her bounty bleft* 

Thefe, thefe are rays that round tnie glo^ (bine. 
And thine, bright Clifford ! the full blaze is thine. 
Bring the green bay, the fragrant myrtle bring. 
The violet glowing in the lap of fpring j 
Bid the fweet vallies fend each honied flow'r. 
Each herb, each leaf of aromatic power j 
The mufe*s hand (hall their mixM odors fpread. 
And ftrew the ground where Clifford deigns to tread.^ 



Ixk 
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In diftant profped, finking from the eye. 
Low in the tufted dales the hamlets lie; 
Where virgin innocence, and meek-cy'd peace. 
With calm content, the ftraw-roof'd cottage blefs; 
And ftrong-nerv'd induflry in pureft flow 
Spreads o'er the vermeil cheek health's rofeate glow. 

More diftant yet the thi'ong'd comihercial towli. 
That makes the wealth of other worlds its ovm^ 
Lifts her proud head, and fees with ev'ry tide 
Rich-freighted navies cJ-oud her harbour'd fide; 
Or bids the parting veflel fpread the fail 
Loofe to the wind, and catch the rifing gale; 
Whilft the vaft ocean, Albion's utmoft bound, 
Rolls its broad wave, a world of waters, round. 

H In 
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In fweet .aftoniAment th* impatieftt mind 
Bids her free powers expatiate unconfin'd; 
From fc^c to (octie. in rapid progrefs flies. 
Glances from earth to ieas, from feas to fkies; 
Delights to feel, the great ideas roll. 
Swell on the fenfe, and fill up all the foul. 

Not fiich the £:ene, when o'er th* uncultur'd wifd 
No harveft rofe, no chearfuU verdure finil'd ; 
On the bare hill no tree was feen to fpread 
The gracefuU foliage of its wavii^ head ; 
No breathing hedge-row form'd the broider'd bound. 
Nor hawthorn bloflbm'd on th' unfightly ground : 
Joy was not here ; no bird of finer note 
Pour'd the thick warblings of his duket throat ; 

E'en 
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E'en hope was fled ; and o'er the cbearlpfs plain, 
A wafte of fand, want held her unWefe'd rpigti, 

Lo, Leicefter coines ! hefofe his maft'ring hand 
Flics the rude genius of the fiivage land ; 
The ruflfet lawns a fudden verdure wear; 
Starts from the wond'ring fields the gqlden f^*^ 
Up rife the waving woods, and haite to crown 
The hill's hare brow, and fliade the fylfry dpw? : 
The flielter'd fir4veller fees, with glad furprifp, 
0*er tracklefs wilds th* e^jt^nd^ rows arif^ i 
And^ as their hofpitable branches fpregd, 
Blefles the friendly hand that formy th§ (ha^e i 
Joy blooms around, and chears the pgafant's loij, 
As fmiliog plenty decks the cultur'd fpil i 

H2 The 
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** Sec, the fair rival of your native feats, - 

** Aonian Holkham opens all its fweets ! 

*' Deign then, ye facrdd fifters, deign to tread 

*' The rich embroidery of yon' velvet mead, 

•* As frefli, as lovely as your lilied vale, • 

^* Where ftreams the filvtr fount of Acidale : 

" If old Cyliene's cyprefs-fliaded bbw'r, 

*' Or Pindus* laurel'd mount delight you more ; 

*' Go, fwect enthufiafts ! foftly-filent rove 

*' The ftudious mazes of yon' twilight grove ; 

" Or, at the foot of that hoar elm reclin'd, 

" Wake the high thought that fwells the raptur'd mind j 

** Or penfive liften to the folemn roar 

*' Of whitening billows breaking on the fhore, 

** If the majeftic domes, whofe tow'ry pride 

** Glitter o*er fam'd Iliflus' attic tide, 

"Your 



To THE Earl of LEICESTER, #05 
^' Your fteps detain ; thefe princely ftruAures view 
" Grac'd with each finer art your Athens knew ! 
" Each finer art to juft perfeSion brought, 
" All that Vitruvius and Palladio thought ; 
'* The trophied arch, the porphyry-pillar'd hail, 
** The fculptur'd forms that breathe along the wall, 
'* Lycaean Pan, the fauns Arcadian race, 
** The huntrefs queen's inimitable grace, 
'' Athenian Pallas clad in radiant arms, 
*' Heav'n's emprefs confcious of her flighted charms, 
'' Your own Apollo, on whofe polifh'd brow 
'' Youth blooms, and grace, and candor's bright'ning glow, 
'* Gods, heroes, fages, an illuftrious trajn, 
" Court you to Holkham's confecrated plain, 
" Hafte then, ye facred fitters ! hafte, and bring 
" The laurel fteep'd in the Caftalian fpring ; 

H 4 "On 
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^^ On the choice bough a purer fragrance breathe, 
«* And form for Leicefter's brow th* imfeding wreathe/ 

She ceas'd the raptured ftrain; and dear to fame 
Flows the proud verfe infcrib'd with Leicefter's name. 
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"\7"ET once more, ye lov'd poplars, and once more 
My filver Yare, your hallow'd haunts I tread. 
The bough-inwoven bank, the damafkt mead, 
And feek the fweet fhade of the woodbine bow'r, . 
If haply here the Britifli mufe abide : 
For not on Ifis' academic fide, 

Nor 
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Nor where proud Thamis rolls his royal waves 
Thro* foreft brown, or funny meadow fair. 
Her rapture-breathing voice enchants the e^ : 
Nor in thofe fields that honour'd;. Camus laves ; 
He, rev'rend Sire, the facred groves beneath 
Oft' deck'd with laureat wreath. 
Thro' the ftill valleys winds his penfive way 
Without the fweet note of one warbled fong; 
S^ve ever and anon fome plaintive lay 
Pours its foft airs, the ruftic tombs among. 
To the low winds that thro' his ofiers breath. 
And murmur to the ruftling reeds beneath. 



Does 
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Ill 



Does (he o'er Cambria's rugged mountains ftray ^ 
Snowdon's rude diiFs, or huge Plinlimmon's height ? 
Or in rough Conway's foaming floods delight. 
That down the fteep rocks urge their headlong way ? 
There chaunts the raptur'd bard in folemn ftrain 
Malgo's ftrong lance, Cadwallin's puiflant reign. 
High deeds recorded yet in Druid fongs ; 
Or fwells his woe-wild notes, of pow'r to fpread 
Chill horror round the ruthlefs tyrant's head. 
For Urien's fate, for bleeding Modred's wrongs. 
And fmites the harp in dreadfull harmony. 
Or does flie love to lie 



In 
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In the mild fliade of Bulla's fofter groves. 
And twine the vermeil wreath to grace the youth, 
Whofe rapt breaft glows, as o'er the beach he roves, 
Touch'd with ithe facred flame of ftar-bright truth j 
Whilft to her lore his manly meafure flows, 
*' And wakes old Humber from his deep repofe.'* 

Yet deign, if not to dwell, thy prefencc deign 
Here, heav'nly vifitant; and with thee bring 
The loftieft note that fwell'd the founding ftring. 
When ftcrn Tyrtaeus rais'd th' heroic ftrain 5 
To arms the warrior poet fmote his lyre, 
And all Laconia caught the martial fire. 



Thee 
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Thee too, harmonious maid, the ftrings obey ; 
Strike them, and bid th* infpiring numbers flow. 
Bid Britain's fons with Sparta's fpirit glow. 
And rouxe old Albion with thy awfull lay. 
Thy lay fliall well-born Wodehoufe deign to hear. 
As now with ^n'rous care 

From honour's fount th' enlivening ftreams he brings. 
To vifit, as they flow, that filver bow'r> 
Where the fair plant of public virtue fprings. 
And breathes pure fragrance fr<Mn each glowing flow'f : 
Like heav'n's own amarant di' immortal tree 
Shoots, blooms, and bears, the growth of Kimbcrley, 



Haft 
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Haft thou no verfe then, heav'nly virgin fajr> 
By truth attun'd on fancy's fairy plain ^ 
No folemn air, no hymn of higher vein. 
To hail the blefled mom's aufpicious rajr. 
When, thefe tall tow'rs rejoicing to behold. 
Forth walk'd the orient fun array'd in gold, 
Firft on their glitt'ring tops t' imprefs his beams j 
Thence glancing downward^ fparkled on the tide 
That bends along yon' hoar grove's mofs-clad fide. 
And fcatter'd crimfon o'er its azure ftreams ? 
The Naids, hafting from their coral caves 
Beneath the cryftal waves. 



(In 
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^In pearled braids their amber trefles bound) 
Thrice wav'd their hands, and hail'd the riiing tow'rs : 
The wood-n3rmphs too, with floriih'd chaplets crown'd 
Forfook their groves, forfook their verdant bow'rs : 
And thrice their hands they wav'd, and thrice they faid^ 
** Raife, ye fair ftruftures, ndfc your tow*ry head !'* 

Next Kymber came, flow winding o'er the lea. 
His head and fedge-crown'd locks all iilver'd o'er 
With rev'rend eld, as winter breathing frore 
Hangs on the bare boughs of the fpangled tree : 
His urn was filver fretted round with gold, 
Xvith runic rhimes imboft and figures old. 



Th^ 
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Th' illuftrious moniments of Britifh fame : 
Here ftout Tenantius draws his righteous Iworcf 
To' cnifh the cursM rule of a foxeign lord. 
And fpreads unconquerM freedom's facred flame: 
There war-worn Kymbeline, By vigor's pow'r 
Forth-driven from princely bow'r. 
To the thick flielter of thefe (hades retir'd 
Feeding high thoughts and flames of vengeful! war^ 
(Like a chac'd lion with fell fury fir*d) 
Writhes oil the lurking traitor's* clofc-couch'd fjpesar^ 
And bids the confcious grove, and bids the plain^ 
i^nd kindred ftream his honoured name retain. 



High 
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Uigh on her warlike car BonduCa fbnds^ 
*f he plumed helmet glitt'ring on her brow, 
Whilft loofe in ftreams of gold her titfles flow, 
*I'he bow and p6inted javelin grace her hands 5 
Deliberate courage lighljens in her eye. 
And confcious worth, and inborn majefly : 
Heroic emprefe ! as thy virtues fpread, 
Rome's rav'ning eagle cow'rs his quivering wings, 
Hope fmiles, fair liberty her bleflings brings. 
And heav'n-born glory rays thy facred head. 
Grac'd with thefe fculptur'd fcenes of antient fame 
With {lately flep he came; 

la Nor 
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•Nor wanted in his way melodious found 
From pipe, or paftoral reed, or dulcet voict 
Of n]rmph or naid him enringing round. 
Or quiring birds that in his fliade rejoice, 
Or gently warbling wind, or water's fall. 
Soft trickling from his urn in murmurs mufical^ 

Then on the ftately ,ftru£hire's tow'ry height 
With confcious pride he fixM his raptur'd eyes ; 
And, as paft fcenes of antient glory rife. 
Arranged on fancy's field in order bright. 
He paus'dj then gracefull bow'd his rev'rend head. 
And thus in lofty ftrains due homage paid. 
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*' Ye ftrong-bas'd battlements, ye gorgeous walk. 
Ye princely ftrufiures, that with fplendor crowiiy 
Shine o'er your wide dominion ftretching round. 
To you with friendly voice your Kymber calls. 
And bids you hail ! thereto he adds your name 
Renown'd in antient fame. 

Hail Wodehoufe-Tow'r ! to tell you with what pride^ 
What triumph he your glitt'ring ftate furveys, 
That dignifies his lily-filver'd fide, 
And wakes fweet mem'ry of thofe glorious days. 
When full-plum'd vift'ry wav'd her golden wing. 
And deck'd with trophies proud his honour'd fpring. 



1 3 Yes, 
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Yes, Kymber, now thou may'ft with joy retracp 
The long fucceffion of thy patriot l\ne ; 
With joy behold th* unclouded luftre fliine,^ 
Which virtue beams around her favor'd race, 
Canft thou forget ( a ) the lord of Wodehoufe-TowV, 
Whofe ftrong-built baftions fcorn'd the Norman's pow'r ? 
From Deva*s banks (whofe myftic waters glide 
By holy Whitchurch, thro' thofe paftur'd plains, 
Long fince the warlike Talbot's ^ich domains. 



A, Sir Bertram Lord of Wodehoufe -Tower, near Whitchurch 
•n the rife of the Deva, Dei Aqua, now Dee, celebrated in the 
Thimes of Sir Philip Wodehoufe. 



When 
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When from ( » ) Blackmere he brought his lovely bride. 

The fair L'Eftrangc) thou faw'ft the ftout knight lead 

To Silfield's happier mead 

His Saxon train. There Beauclerk's royal ray 

Shin'd on his battailous bold offspring, tried 

In many' an hard and cheyalrous aflay, 

When ( c ) Neuftria's fields with crimfop gpre he died, 

Spread vengefuU flames revolted Bayeux round, 

^nd dafli'd the rampir'd pride of Caen to the ground^ 



«. Whitchurch wai the Inheritance of the Talbott by marriage 
vith (he L'Eflrange of Blackmere^ Barons. Camden. 

c. Sir George de Wodehoufe attended fleory I. in his expedi- 
tion inte Normandy, A.D. 1104. 



1 4 Oft 
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Oft as Britannia's royal enfign wav'd. 
And the ftem Clarion call'd in field to fight. 
The warlike Wodehoufe march'd with proweft might^^ 
And the rough front of deathfuU danger brav'd. 
Let Bara tell, and let Bodotria tell. 
Fort, lough, and river, mountain, wood, and dell. 
All th^t from fouthern Eiden's flowVlylea 
Stretcher to bleak Strathnave^n's northern flrand. 
Was his fword fheathM, when ( » ) Edward^s iron han^ 
Spread defolation wide from fea to fea? 
Or when the fable warrior's lifted lance 
Glar'd in the eyes of France, 



D. Edward I. whom Sir Bertum de Wodehottfe accompany'd in 
His wars in Scodand. 

Was 
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yizs Wodehoufe wanting to the hero's fame? 
JL,et Crecy tell, and Poidlier's purple plain^ 
And captive Valois' hallow'd ( « ) Opflame, 
His dreadlefs hardiment let { f ) Glequin's chain. 
Record, and brave ( ^ ) Dandrehin's froward fat-c. 
And poor Caftilia's .tyrant- wafted ftate. 



T. The Oriflame was a banner of gold-and flame colour'd (ilk, 
confecraiedand kept In the abbey of St. Denys. From the high 
opinion the French had of ics virtue, it was made the royal ftandard 
by Lewis VI. and was continued fuch till Charles VII. brought ia 
vfe the white coronet. 

YF. Two gallant commanders in the army of Henry carl of 
Treftamare, whom the Black Prince, attended by the flower of 
the ^nglifli troops (among whom was Sir William de Wodehoufe) 
defeated and took prifoncrs on the frontiers of Cafiile^ thereby re- 
^oring Peter, firnam'd the Cruel. 



When 
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Who has not heard of Somme^s affrighted flood. 
How mournfully his cumbcr'd ftreams he roll'd 
O'er (hining hauberks, (hields, and helms of gold. 
His cryftal current ftain'd with prince's blood, 
When daring Delabreth in wanton pride 
The warlike Henry's way-worn troop defied ? 
But all this gallant trim and rich array 
J^ay foil'd in duft^ when Bedford's burnifli'd fpear 
Flam'd in their front, and thunder'd in their rear. 
And York's bright blade hewM out his dread full way, 
Rouze, royal England, rouze thy matchlefs mighty 
And with a dragon's flight 
Sweep o'er th' enfanguin'd plains of Agincourt i 
And fee, thy Wodehoufe, whofe ftrong arm fubdued 
The ruin'd bulwarks of yon' aged fort. 

His 
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His golden chev'ron ( ® ) charg'd with drops of blqod^ 
Jleft on the woodmen wild that bear his fhield, 
And hails thee vi£lor of the well-fought field ! 

Can I forget how blythe my eddies roll'd 
And kifs'd their crifp'd banks, when to Tewkefburjr's plain 
My gallant fon ( « ) led his heroic train, 
Stout earls, and princely dukes, and barons bold ? 



G. For this gallant a^ion Henry V. as a perpetual augmenta- 
tion of honour, afRgn'd him the creft of an hand, ftretch'd from a 
cloud, holding a club, and this motto, f& afpe foblte : and the 
fivage, or wild man holding a club, which was the antient creltof 
the family, was now omitted, and two of them placed as fupport- 
ers to the arms, which had a further augmentation of honour added 

i/i the ihield, viz. on theChev'ron Gutte de Sang, as they are borne 
to this day. 

H. Sir Edward Wodehoufc, who was knighted at Tcwkelbury, 
attended Edward IV. into the north with two hundred men at arms 
furniih'd at his own charge ; being accompanied in his own retinue 
with two dukes, feven earls, thirty one barons, and fifty nine 
iLDightt, Blomefield, from the pedigree. 

Yet 
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Yet, ah for pity ! thefe fierce hoftings ceafe. 

That ( I ) maiden bloflbm wears the badge of peace. 

And will you dye her white leaves red in blood? 

But if yoi^r mvtial courage pricks you forth. 

See where the prowling pilferers of the north 

With inroad foul o'er Tine's forbidded flood 

Rufh from their bleak hills, lur'd with fcent of prey ? 

Brook they your fii^m array ? . 

Far humbler thoughts on Efke's embattail'd banks 

They learn'd, as Somerfet's victorious fpear- 

With foul diforder broke their bleeding ranks, 

Whilft vengefull Wodchoufe taught their proud hearts fear> 



1 . The white rofe of PlantagCRetv. 

An* 
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And bade his thunders tell them^ as they fled. 
The ( «^ ) brother triumphs where the brother bled. 

But not on camps and fighting fields alone 
"Mf glory reftsj when turtle-pennon'd peace 
Hufh'd war's harfli roar, and bade its fury ceafe^ 
In thefe lov'd (hades her fofteft luftre (hone. 
Here heav'n-rapt piety delights to dwell, 
Train'd in ( i- ) monaftic Flitcham's holy cell ; 



K. sir WiUUm Wodehoufe was vice admiral of th« Engjiffli 
Heer, and knighted for his noble fervice In the battle of Muflelbo- 
rough, where hit elder brother Thomas wa« kiU'd, A. D- 1547. 

L. Sir William de Wodehoufe founded the monatUry at 
Fliccham, and made a cell to Walilnghani, about A. D4 1260. 



Here 
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Here plants her palm, whofe hallow'd branches fpreaJ 
O'er tow'red (m) Richmond's confecrated flirine. 
And form'd the holy wreath e'er taught to twine 
Round defolate ( m ) Caernarvon's haplefs head. 
E'en that ftrong ( n ) arm, which ftretching from a cloud 
Crefts the atcheivement proud 
Impreft with Agincourt's emblazon'd name. 
Among his laurels wove this facred bough. 
Ennobling valour with devotion's flame. 
And taught the warbled ( o ) Orifon to flow. 



M. M. Robert de Wodehoufe, a younger brother, was arch^ 
dtaconof Richmond, and chaplain to Edward II. 

K. See. note g. relating to the creft and atchtevemcnt of the fa- 
mily : thcitiotto on theflitcldis Agincourt. 

o. He was one of the executors of Henry IV. he was alfor 
executor to Henry V. of whom he ohiain'd licence to found a 
chauntry prieft, to ling for the fouls of that prince and his<}ueen^ 
and of his beloved elquire John Wodehoufe and his wife, their 
■nceftors and poftcrity, either in the cathedral chorch of Norwich, 
or in the charnel chapel thereto belonging. This chapel is now 
rhe fchool room, in the vault under which he lies buried. 

As 
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As 'midft the taper'd choir the folemn prieft 
Chaunts fo the viftor faint high heav'n's eternal reft. 

Here the firm guardians of the public weal, 
Infpir'd with freedom's heav'n defcended flame, 
Rofe nobly faithfull to their country's fame; 
In frequent ( ' ) fenates pour'd their ardent zeal, 
Dalh'd the bafe bribe from cufs'd corruption's hand. 
And fav'd from tyrant pride the fmking land. 



t. This family has ferv'd with inviolable integrity in twenty 
ei;;ht pailiaments; to feventcen of which they have been retumM 
for the county of Norfolk . 



Or 
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Or prompt to anfweir bleeding Europe's calt^ 
To diftant realms ( Q.) bore Britain's high befeeit^ 
Bade the fword fleep, gave gafping nations reft. 
And taught the doubtful! balance where to fall.- 
But in the fofter hour of focial joy. 
When ceas'd the high employ^ 
Thefe woodland walks, thefe tufted dales anioiig' 
The (K ) ftlver-fbunding mufes built their bow'r^ 
Made vocal with the lute-attempxed fong j 
Whilft blooming courtefy's gold-fpangled flow'r. 



0^. Sir Thomas Wodehoufe was fent embaiHrdor to France hf 
Henry VII.— Another Sir Thomas was fent into France, Spain, 
and Italy, to qualify himfeif for the higheft employments, hy 
prince Henry fon to James I. 

R. ff hiftnry has notihowght it beneath her dignity to record the 
mufical accomplifhments of Epaminondas, the Poet maybe allow'd 
to obferve that this fine art has been much cultivated at Kimberley« 
Jenkins, themoft celebrated compofer and mafter of mufic of hit 
»g2, liv'd chiefly there, and lies buried in the church. " Mufas et 
muficam ftudiofecolens'*, is part of the elegant monumental Ia« 
fciiption on Sir Philip Wodchoufe. 

CuU'd 
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Cull'd by the graces, fpread its brighteft glow 
To deck unfwerving honour's manly brow. 

And yoU) age-honour'd oaks, whofe ibiemn fliades 
Inviron this fair manfion, proudly ftand 
The facred ( s ) nourflings of Eliza's hand, 
When flie with fov'reign glory grac'd yoiir glades^ 
And pleas'd beheld her ( t ) Boleyn's kindred line 
Ennobled with your trophied honours (bine. 



Si The venerable oaki upon the htll, where the houfe now 
Aands, were planted in honour of queen Elizabeth whilft ihe waa 
at Kimbcrley, A. D. 1578. 

T. Thomas Wodehoufe, who wai kiird at Muflelborough, mar- 
tied a Shelton^ whofe mother was a Soleyn. 



K Spring 



y 
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Spring creftlefs cravens from fuch ftocks as thefe? 
Affe the pale ( ▼ ) Groyne, aflc Tayo's trembling tide, 
A(k Cadiz weeping o*er her ruin'd pride. 
And Auftria fcourg'd o'er all the fubjeft feasi 
From this rich root my blooming branches fpread. 
And rais'd their florifli'd head, 
Chear'd with the princely ( w ) Henry's orient ray ; 
Till rifmg on the mom importune night 
Spreads her black veil, and blots his golden day: 
Darknefs enfues, dark deeds, and impious might ; 

Whilft 



V. Sir Philip Wodehoufe ferv'd queen Elizabeth both by fca and 
land, at home, in Portugal, and in Spain : he was knightri for his 
fervice at Cadiz by the earls of Elfex and Nottingham, the queen's 
generals. 

w. Sir Thomas Wodehoufe was in great favour with prinde 
Henry fon to James I. and of his bedchamber ; upon whofe deceafe 
he retir'd to Kimberley. This high fpirited young gentleman was 
Very unwilling chat his father ihou'd accept a baronetage from 

James. 
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Whilft difcord, mounted on his iron car, 

^^ Cries havoc, and lets flip the dogs of war;'* 

What then cou'd virtue, *^fairn on evil days^ 
On evil days thus fall'n, and evil tongues. 
With dangers compaft," and oppreft with wrongs^ 
Save to the wild woods breathe her plaintive lays. 
And charm ^e ihades, and teach the ftreams to flow 
With all the melting melody of woe ! 



James. tDefcended from a leng and lUuftrious line of knights ban- 
nerets^ he confider'd knighthood as an high honour from the king, 
and facred to military glory ; therefore held this new carpet order 
in contempt ; Sir Philip entertain'd the fame fentiments , but being 
tinwiUing to difoblige the king, he fubmitted tho' with reludance t 
Ihus the feTenteenth knight banneret was the iirft baronet of the 
hmily. 



k 2 But 
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fiut what avail'd or voice, or tuneful! hand. 

When hell-bred fa£Hon, rear*d on baleful! wings 

Stained with the blood of nobles and of kings^ 

Spread total defolation o'er the land? 

Ah Kymber ! where was then thy princely ftate ? 

Sunk in the gen'ra! fate : 

Thy ( X ) rich roofs funk o'er golden pendents fpread ; 

Faftolf's white croflets moulder'd from the wall. 



3^. Alluding to thefe old verfes, fupposM of Sir Philip Wode- 
boufe. 

Firft fell Elizabeth's brare lodging roome. 

Then the fair ftately hall to ruin came ; 

Next falls the raft great chamber arch'd on higbj 

With golden pendents fretted fumptuoufly. 

Yet of four parts three ftill remained the feat 

Unto that heir who was iirft baronet, 

And to his fon, till the long parliament. 

Nobles and gentry funk to difcontent ; 

In which fad humour he lets all the reft 

Of this fair fabrick link into its duft ; 

Down falls the chapel, laft the goodly towrc, 

Tho' of materials fo firm and ftowre, 

't'ime fcarce uncements them. Like difmal fate 

l>oes England fuffer both in church and ftate. 



Aodl 



K Y M B E R. 13J 

And ( Y ) Hamo's lions dropt their gold-crown'd head ; 
The facred chapel funk, the feftive hall 5 
E'en thy tall tow'rs majeftic in decay, 
Like thy loft monarch, low in ruins lay. 

Thus Britain funk, and thus funk (z) Wodehoufe-tow'r; 
So finks the fun, as o'er the turbid fldes 
Sudden the ftorm-engend'ring clouds arife, 
And vex with uproar wild night's fearfuU hour^ 



Y. sir Bertram de Wodehoufe, in the reign of Edward !• mar- 
ried Muriel daughter and heir of Felton, 

Hamo lord Felton, in a ruby field. 
Two lions palfant ermine, crowned gold.-^ 
Faftolf gives or and azure quarterlye, 
Upon a bend of gules white croilets three. 

z. This houfe was built in the reign of Henry IV. by Sir John 
de Wodehoufe, who by hi«i, marriage with Margaret daughter a^d 
fole heir of Sir Thomas Faftolf of Kimberly, cnlarg'd his elbow 
room, as Sir Philip Wodehoufe expreffes it. The building was 
large and fquare, with a tower, a court in the middle, and moated 
round : it continued the feat of the family till the year 1659, when 
It was fuffci'd to fall. Its ruins yet remain. 

It 2 That 
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That paft, his bright beams refalute the day. 

And heighten'd fplendors crown his orient ray: 

So Britain rofe, fo rofe my towred ftate. 

But not the fwelling column mafiy proof. 

The moulded pediment, the fretted roof. 

Not this fair fabric proudly elevate, 

Tho' fix'd by Prowfe's juft palladian hand 

Its princely honours ftand ; 

Not this clear lake, whofe waving cryftal fpreads 

Round yon' hoar ifle with awefull (hades imbrown'd ^ 

Not thefe pureftreams that vein th' envermeird meads i 

Not thofe age-honour'd oaks wide waving round j 

Exterior glories thefe of humbler fame. 

Beam not that fplendent ray which dignifies my name. 

The 
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The fpark of honour kindling glorious thougKt, 
The fojul by warm benevolence refin'd, 
Th'. aethereal glow that melts di' empaffion'd mind. 
And virtue's work to fair perfe£lion brought^ 
Be thefe my glories. And thou, pow'r benign !- 
Whofe living fplendors round the patriot fliine. 
Immortal genius of this far-fam'd land. 
This fceptred ifle thron'd 'midft the circling fea. 
Seat of the brave, and fortrefs of the free. 
Oft' haft thou deign'd to take thy hallow'd ftand 
Thefe fhades among j at virtue's radiant flirinp 
Oft' caught the flame divine, 

K4 Whea 
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When dark corruption dim'd thy fov'reign light j 
Thence beam'd thy folenin foul-ennobling ray 
To gild thefe groves with all thy luftre bright. 
Where nobly thougbtfull Mordaunt loves to flray. 
And manly Prowfe, with ev'ry fdencQ crown'd. 
In freedom's ruftic feat the poliflit graces thron'd. 

And thou, to' whom tl^y Kymber tunes this ftrain^ 
If ftrain like this may reach thy nicer ear, 
O deign in mine thy country's voice to hear. 
Which never (o a Wodehoufe call'd in vain I 
By the proud honours of thy martial creft. 
The trophied tombs where thy fam'd fathers reft^ 



By 
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By Lacy's, Clervaux, Hunfden's, Armine's name, 
Py manhood's, glory's, freedom's, virtue's praife, 
Wake the high thought, the lofty fpirit raife. 
And blazon thy hereditary fame. 
That fame fliall live, whilft pride's i^nrighteous pow'r. 
The pageant of an hour. 

Fades from the guilty fcene, and fmks in night; 
That fame {hall live, and fpread its conftant rays. 
Warm like the blefled fun with genial light ; 
Whilft vice and folly fpend their balefuU blaze, 
/Vs meteors, glaring o'er a troubled fky, 
5hoot their pernicious fires, amgze, and die," 



He 
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He ceas'd his gratulation : the high ftrain 
Pierc'd the thick gloom where Britain's genius lay 
* Cover'd with charmed cloud from view of day : 
He heard, and burfting thro' the falfed train 
In all the majefty of empire rofe. 
And iflued ftern to quell his vaunting foes. 
The Naids faw, and fwell'd their furging floods ; 
Old Kymber few, and fmiPd; the burniflit glades 
Rcjoic'd ; the groves wav'd their exulting fliades j 
And lofty Feorhou bow'd vrith all his woods. 
The lordly lion ramping by his fide. 
He march'd in martial pride. 



* A line of Spcnfer's F. Q: 



And 
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And pour'd his flaming fpirit o'er the land. 

The kindling hamlets, rpuz'd with war's alarms, 

Snatch the bright faulchion from the hireling hand. 

And bravely train their free-born youth to armsj 

Whilft liberty her glitt'ring enfign waves. 

And bids each gen'rous fon difdain an hoft of flaves. 

Then royally on th' ocean v/ave enthron'd. 
With all his terrprs arm'd, he rode fublime. 
And roll'd his thunders o'er each hoftile clime : " 
Seine's filken vafisls trembled at the found; 
t The cloud-wrapt promontory fhook, and all 
Its rock-bas'd rampires nodded to their fall. . 



f Louilburgh. 

Rci'i;!! 
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Reign ever thus, unconquer'd Britain, reign ; 
Whilft thy free fons in firm battalions ftand. 
And guard with lion ramp their native land. 
Thus fix thy throne, thu3 rule the fubjeft main ! 
So fliall bright viftory o'er thy laurel'd head 
Her eagle pennons fpread ; 

Whilft foft-ey'd peace, quitting at thy command 
Her radiant orb in yon' empyreal plain. 
Waves o'er the willing world her myrtle wand : 
So fliall the mufe her doric oat difdain, 
And touch'd with fphere-born rapture's hallow'd fire. 
Swell her triumphal notes, and fweep the golden lyre, 



From 
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From the Hecuba of EURIPIDES. 

CHORUS 

Of I'rojan Dames. 

Strophe I. 

/ I AELL me, ye gales, ye rifing gales. 
That lightly fweep along the azure plain, 

Whofe foft breath fills the fwelling fails. 
And waft the proud bark dancing o'er the main; 

Whither, ah ! whither will ye bear 

This fick'ning daughter of defpair ? 

What 
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What proud lord's rigor (hall the flave deplore 
On Doric or on Pthian (hore ; 

Where the rich father of tranflucent floods, 
Apidanus pours his headlong waves 
Thro' funny vales, thro' darkfome woods. 

And with his copious urn the fertile landlkip laves ? 

Antistrophe L 

Or fhall the wave-impelling oai* 
Bear to the hallow'd ifle my frantic woes, 

Beneath whofe bafe the billows roar. 
And my hard houfe of bondage round inclofe ? 

Where the new palm, the laurel where 

Shot their firft branches to the air, 
Spread their green honours o'er Latona's head. 

And. intei^vove their facred fliade. 

Ther* 
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There 'midfl: the Delian nymphs awake the lyre. 

To Dian found the fofemn ftrain. 

Her trefles bound in golden wire. 
Queen of the filver bow, and goddefs of the plain. 

Strophe H. 

Or where th* Athenian tow'rs arife 
Shall thefe hands weave the woof, whofe radiant glow 

Rivals the ftow'r-impwrplcd dies 
That on the bofom of the young fpring blow : 

And on the gorgeous poll prefent 

Some high and folemn argument;. 
Yoke the proud courfer to Minerva's car. 

And whirl her thro* the walks of war : 



Or, 
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Or, 'galnft the Titans arm'd, let thund'ring Jove, 

In all heav'n's awefuU majefty. 

Hurl hideous ruin from above. 
Roll his tempeftuous flames, and vindicate his iky. 

Antistrophe n. 

Alas my children, battle-flain \ 
Aks my parents ! Let me drop the tear. 

And raife the plaintive mournfull ftrain. 
Your lofs lamenting, and misfortune drear. 

Thee chief, imperial Troy, thy ftate 

I mourn fubverted, defolate^ 
Thy walls, thy bullwarks fmoking on the grounrf. 

The Grecian fword triumphant round. 



I, 
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I, far from Afia, o'er the wide fea born. 

In fome ftrange land am call'd a flave, 

Outcaft to infolence and fcorn. 
And for my nuptial bed find a detefted grave. 






FINIS. 



preparing for the Prefs, 



By the fame AUTHOR, 



A Translation of the intire TRAGEDIES of 



EURIPIDES. 
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p. 17. 1. 13. for heav*ns, read, heavVs. 

1*. 18.1. 7. for heav'ri defcencied, read, hcav'n-defcended. 

]• 16. mark with a comma afccr voice^ 
P, 27. I. II. for ft ill, read, till. 
i. 41.1. 7. for livid, read, living. 
P. 59. ad imum, for let, read, vrith. 
P. 60. I. 1. for dangerouft, read, dangerous. 
P. 68. 1. 5. for embomfom'd, read, embofom'd, 
P. 77.1. 5. for fprings, read, fpring's. 
p. 81. 1. 10. for ftrife, read, pride. 
p. 85, 1. 6. for oft, read, of. 
P. 93.1. 7. for heav'n born, read, heav'n- born. 

ib.l. 9. for times, read, time's. 
1*. roo. 1. 5. feel, dele comma after feel. 
f, 1x6, 1, 6, lor forth-driven^ read, forth-driv'n* 
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